64                             DAYS    WITH    BERNARD     SHAW
1 'Don't use the word love/ it means nothing. The worst things have
been done in the name of love."
"Wasn't it Galsworthy who said somewhere: I've got a friend on
the Press who's very keen on Christ and kindness; and wants to strangle
the last king with the hamstrings of the last priest."
"Epstein told me that he remembers visiting the Leicester Galleries
when the Christ was on exhibition and noticed a man just emerging from
the room with clenched fist and furious face. It was John Galsworthy.
Have you noticed how men often typify the very things they attack?"
"Only too often," I answered smiling.
"I am amused to think that Christ has found his resting place at last
in a fine old Adam house. Our neighbour, Cherry-Garrard, has it. It has
a nicely lit alcove all to itself. You must go and see it."
"What would the Germans do if they got hold of it?" I asked.
"Once   you're   dead,   another   crucifixion   doesn't   make   much
difference. ..."
I remembered that Epstein wanted to make it a hundred feet high,
set it up on a high place where all could see it to warn people that peace
must be the way of life, and here it was hidden away in a country house
and the world was at war.
G.B.S. continued: "You should also go down to Tunbridge Wells
and see the fine Morris window in which Burne-Jones made the figure on
the cross a glorious Greek God. I personally have a soft spot for Von
Uhde's Christ where He is depicted as a poor man conversing with men
in tall hats, just people like ourselves. It must have been a pleasant change
for these people to come in contact with an original mind. I shouldn't
think they found much calm and sweetness in him. . . . What about
walking that way?"
We walked across a field and along a grove.
"There is another thing I learnt from Lee. Nearly all his best singers
were Roman Catholics and acquaintance with them rooted out of my
mind the notion that Catholics were inferior people not to be associated
with and predestined to eternal damnation. I soon came to like them.
I learnt there is only one religion though there are a hundred versions
of it. The really religious people are not empty. They have dignity,!
conviction, sobriety and force. However impossibly narrow and stupid
the mere articles of their creed may be, it is obvious that they are respectable, j
efficient, and able to do without happiness. And they can do extraordinary
things, from early churchgoing to martyrdom Presently the race develops